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October 19, 198l 
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‘Soon-to-be I0 year anniversary of the first infamous ‘Halloween’ murder to take place in Jackson," The blonde 
read in a mocking voice. His eyes scanned across the news paper until he tossed it behind him. It thudded 
against the tile floor. "Can't believe it's been ten fucking years since this first started. They made such a big 
deal out of it, David has gotta be long gone by now. | hope." 


The maturing redhead walked into the kitchen from the dark hallways. The moon light from the kitchen window 
caused shadows from the cornfields and forests outside to bounce off the walls. James admired the ghost-like 


figure of his boyfriend. 


"| don't think he's dead, man. Just takin’ a break, y'know?" The young guitarist announced, as he walked to the 
wooden chair next to James. He sat down in the chair and looked into his blue eyes. The thought of a crazed lb 
year old killer living in the secluded woods that were next to the boys frightened him, but it was exciting- 
that's why the both of them snuck into the scene of the crime. 


James glared at Dave, who chuckled loudly in response. James elbowed him. "Shut up, you're gonna wake 
grandma and grandpa up," Dave sneered in response. James narrowed his eyebrows and spoke. "It's our roof 


your living under, Mustaine." 


Dave changed the conversation quickly, looking back out the window with a sence of curiosity twinkling in his 


hazel eyes. "Y'know, Jamie, when was the last time we went over to that place? Cos' on Halloween, we can-" 


"Oh fuck no. If your talking about the Ellefson house, no fucking way. Not on Halloween, man" James hid behind 


a mass of golden locks and looked down. 


"Fine, stick to staying on a fucking farm with nothing to do. That looney wouldn't fuckin’ be there anyways. Just 


something else to do to pass time." 


The curly haired ginger leaned in and brushed his lips against his friends earlobe. "But maybe if you do, | could 
give you something in return" Dave whispered seductively, and pulled his head back. 


James raised an eyebrow, a smirk trailing across his face. "And what would that be?" 


Dave pulled his hand into his pocket and than back out, in between his index and middle finger, two Polaroid 
pictures. James took them gently, dropping them onto the flat surfaced wooden table. 


The first picture was a shot of his benefited friend on his knees, hands tied behind his back with a bandanna. 
His pale, naked flesh had an almost milky look to it. His eyes were shut and his mouth was in an "0" shape, with 


cum shot into lines across his face, and in his mouth. James’ dick was pressing into the side of his cheek. 


The second Polaroid was the ginger from the behind, face down in a pillow and ass in the air. Everything 


perfectly on display. The way James wanted him. 


James smiled, caressing his jawline with his thumb. "I will reconsider." Dave snickered and pulled away. "Good, 


but until Halloween." Dave stood up and walked towards the fridge, pulling a bottle of red wine out. He smirked. 


James frowned and rested his head in his hand, leaning against the table. Dave groaned and tossed his head 


back. The golden-haired boy pouted. "What if one of my grandparents found that, huh?" 


A small "Pop" noise emerged from the bottle, the cork flying onto the floor. Dave put the cork screw into the 
silverware drawer and threw the cork into the small trash bin. He looked back at James and scowled. "Man, 
don't be mad" He took James’ right hand and laced their fingers together, pulling James up and forcing him to 
stand. The boys were close, noses touching. Dave's free hand wondered to the wall, flicking the kitchen light off, 


moonlight flooding the room. "C'mon" 


Dave led the younger boy outside, past the first few rows of cornfields, talking about James’ school life, 
family, love, life, music, and death. The two stopped once they reached the start of the forest, where there 


was a log and a little lamp. James looked at the taller boy and smiled. "Nice, Mustaine. Really fuckin’ nice." 


The two sat on the log, in silence. James huddled close to Dave, who was looking into the dark forest, which 
seemed to be never ending. The two boys were the center of the universe for each other, the older boy 
protecting the younger, completing the love that James got taken from his parents, and the love that was 


never given to Dave. 


"Tell me a story,’ James softly spoke, burying his head into Dave's shoulder. James felt uneasy looking directly 
at the forest, so it made him feel secure so close to the man that promised friendship and love. 


Dave smiled and pulled out a lighter, and a cigarette from his pocket, hanging it clumsily from his mouth while 
he inhales the smoke and exhales after a few seconds. "Well," 


"Once upon a time, there was a boy. ‘Grew up in a dull family, until he turned sixteen- than Mommy was 
brutally murdered on Halloween, and his Daddy bailed, so he had to live with his old ass grandparents. One day, 
he met a scrawny ginger and they became friends, until he sucked the scrawny ginger's dick, and the scrawny 
ginger moved into his grandparents farm house in the middle of nowhere. He bought the boy lots of alcohol 


and they had sex every night. The end" 


James smiled and took a swig off the bottle of wine, and wiped the red from his chin. "That story sounds 
familiar," He scoffed and smiled. 


Dave laughed. "Y'know, it really does." He took the bottle from James’ hand and took a swig, than set it down on 
the dirt floor. 


"Wanna hear another story?" Dave questioned, with a smirk across his face. James raised an eyebrow and 


nodded. 


Dave burnt the cigarette stub on the ground and squished it with his sneaker. "Kay, here it goes." He pulled 
the lamp closer, most likely for a dramatic effect. James only rolled his eyes in response. "Well, once there was 


a six year old boy, named David Ellefson-" 


James frowned, stood up, grabbed the lamp from Dave's hand and turned around. "Don't like that story," He 
started walking away. Dave's eyebrows furrowed and he groaned. "Will you not act like a fucking pussy? For 


once in your god damn life?" 


The singer stopped and turned around. "You know what, Dave? For once I've had it with your fucking bullshit! 
My mother was slaughtered in a almost identical fashion to the stupid ass Halloween murders- | loved her, 


Davel | lived most of my life in fear for my life because of what fucking happened.. Could you imagine that? 


Could you? You're the only fucking pussy here. lm out" He scowled and walked at a quick pace, pushing the tall 
grass apart and walking through. 


The ginger picked up a rock from the ground, and threw it into the night shaded forest, followed by his 
growling. James is a fucking pussy, right? He grew up in a shitty position, and it just taught him how to grow a 
pair and get over it. He reached for the wine bottle, and took a big chug of it. 


He kicked dirt on the ground, and started walking back to the house. He would have no choice but to apologize 
to James, unless he wanted to be homeless. By now the redhead had a buzz going from the wine, and was 


tired and just wanted to sleep. 


Upon approaching the house, he realized it was completely dark, no porch light like there usually was. He quickly 
scurried up the steps and knocked on the door, before trying to open it. 


Locked. 
He began to aggressively rattle the door knob, followed by kicking the screen door in front. 


"James, if you don't let me in, | fucking swear to God-" he paused, seeing a flash of white move through the 
window into the kitchen. "I just fucking saw you in there, don't play stupid!" 


Dave stood there, furiously pounding on the door, but to no avail. There was no answer. When James finally 


answered the door, he swore to tear him up limb-by-limb. 


Finally, he gave up and slumped in defeat in front of the door. He huddled into a ball and breathed heavily, the 
cold air freezing the skin on his face. He tucked his arms inside of his cotton shirt, and rubbed his hands 
together. 


While doing so, something hit his leg. He curiously looked down, and put his arms out towards it. It was a news 
paper article, that looked fairly recent, and at first glance he thought it was the one in the kitchen, but upon 


further investigation, similar, but no. 


The title read, 
‘Finding The Halloween Killer: ELLEFSON" 


It struck interest and was rather coincidental, considering the topic had just come up. He pushed a red curl 


behind his ear and continued to read. 


‘On ITTI, October 31, tragedy struck when Jackson, MN's 6 year old David Ellefson murdered his brother, father, 
and mother Halloween night in their small house/farm. Ellefson was put into Jackson County Mental Facility for 
seemingly permanent residence but escaped 8 years later at age 14, and committed IO more murders along the 
week of Halloween, 1919. Multiple unsolved murder cases from 1980 were believed to be at his hand, but still no 


crucial evidence. Ellefson to this day has not been found, and survivors of attacks described him to be wearing 


a blue jumpsuit with black workman's boots, and prominently an emotionless white mask Whilst his 
whereabouts are currently unknown, if anyone has any further information it is highly recommended to 
contact Jackson County Police Department. Ellefson would be lb and nearing seventeen at the end of November, 


and is still believed to be HIGHLY dangerous: 


"Crazy bitch," Dave huffed under his breathe. With another annoyed sigh, he stood up and tossed the news 
paper behind him and stood up. When he faced the door, his heart dropped. 


Holy fucking shit.. 


Goodnight 


Author's Notes: 
There's some smut in this chapter, and there will be violence in upcoming chapters. ALOT of it. So if that 
bothers you, | wouldn't read. 


The wooden door had a clear window, making it easy for anyone who was at the door step to see in. Tonight 
was one of the nights the young man was grateful to have it there. 


Looking in, he saw James in the kitchen getting a cup of water, but- he was fucking half naked, only a towel 
around his thin waist. Dave felt tension start to stir inside his groin, his eyes widened and he could have been 


practically drooling, and it wouldn't have surprised him. 


James inside caught the attention of his boyfriend looking in through the window and raised an eyebrow at him. 
Dave knocked again, looking him dead in the eye while doing so. James shook his damp hair and walked towards 


the door and unlocked it. 


Dave stumbled in and set the bottle of wine on the counter. Pulling a chair near to him and straddling it, he 


began eyeing the younger man's exposed torso. James only sighed in response to this. 


"Going to bed," James said softly, and walked off into the hallway. Dave was left alone with another cold 
shoulder and case of the fucking blue balls, all because of James. He shook out his orange mane and walked 


down the desolate hall way, past James' grandparents room, past the bathroom, and finally, to his room. 


The redhead gently pushed the door open, and was faced with a now clothed James, a black T-shirt hung 
loosely around his skinny frame, and a pair of boxer briefs covering the goods. The two boys made eye contact 
for about 20 seconds, Dave shuffled closer to James and wrapped his arms around his waist. Dave rested his 
chin on the singers shoulder before speaking softly, 


"I love you," Dave's grip around James tightened. James put his thumb to the others cheek, lifting his face to 
where he could see it. The blonde put his lips to Dave's forehead for a soft kiss, and smiled. 


Dave looked glossy eyed at James. This would be one of those moments when Dave would get all emotional and 
show affection Only James gets to see him like this. 


"Sorry I'm a shitty boyfriend, and-" 


"You're not shitty. You just irritate me sometimes. Like alot.” James concurred and spun a ginger curl around 


his finger. "I love you, though." 


Dave said nothing and still had his face buried against the taller man. James rubbed the back of his hair and 
spoke softly. 


"Dave." He cooed gently and smiled, breathing in the scent of Dave's copper hair. Dave was silent, and James 


spoke his name again 
"Dave?" 


He looked up at James, his eyes were red, and tears were spilling from his eyes, rolling off of his cheek. James 


sighed and pet his hair. 
"Why are you crying?" 


Dave ignored him and tugged on James’ shirt, pulling James face to his. The redhead whispered into his ear, 
brushing his lips against the lobe slightly. "Why do you love me?" 


James sat down down, and pulled Dave on top of him. Dave pinned him down against the bed, and stared blankly. 


"Why?" 


James looked up and laughed. Dave was no longer weeping, but tears were dried on to his face. "I don't know, | 


just do." 


"That's not a good answer," Dave said softly, yet sternly. "Tell me." Dave whispered into his ear again, sending 
shivers down James’ spine. 


‘For starters," James flipped Dave over on his back, pinning him down. "Look at you.. Those green eyes, that 
orange hair, your cute freckles.. Who wouldn't love that?" James playfully sucked on the tender skin below 


Dave's pale flesh, causing him to moan loudly. 


"Only | get to see this side of you, too. | love that. Everyone else sees you as big bad Mustaine, when | get to 
tie you up and fuck you senseless. | love that. Love seeing you beg for my cock like the little slut you are." 


Dave smirked deviously. "James... You dirty dog." 


James' veil of blonde curls fell over Dave's face. "l'm the dirty one, huh? I'm not the one who was watching me 


half naked." 


Dave chuckled and wriggled under James. "Yeah, | was horny. And scared. And drunk." He pouted, something that 


normally would not be associated with Dave Mustaine. 
James chuckled and leaned his head down to Dave's. "You still are horny and drunk." 


Dave licked his lips hungrily. "I know." 


"So, what're you gonna do ‘bout it?" James asked and pulled his hands off of Dave. Dave moaned and looked at 
James with lust in his eyes, sliding further up the bed. Dave slid his shirt off, and unbuttoned the first button 
on his denim jeans, spreading his legs apart, sporting his erection that pressed against material. "Guess." He said 
and ran a hand through his hair, smirking at James. 


The blonde sat on the other side of the bed, licking his lips and smiling. "I think you're gonna jerk off over me, 
and than let me fuck your tight ass so hard you won't be able to walk straight for a year." 


Dave unbuttoned the second button and slid his boxers down so his hard cock sprung out against his stomach. 
"You guessed correctly.. Now fuck mel" Dave said while biting his lip, and throwing his head back, tossing his 
curls behind his back. 


James smirked deviously and shook his head. "Nope. Touch yourself first." He heard Dave mutter something, 
and watched him carefully stroke his dick. James’ blue eyes lit up, and he felt his pants tighten around his 


boner. 


"Look at you, Dave.. You want it bad, don't you? Want my dick in you, don't ya?" James said while watching 


Dave whimper and moan, and than nod. 


"Yeah, Jamie.. Please." Dave smiled sultry while smearing a bead of pre-cum from the pink head of his dick 
onto his thumb, and into his mouth. He slid his pants fully off, and soon after, his boxers. The only thing he 


had on was a pair of socks. 
"Beg for it, whore!" James almost shouted. 


The redhead got onto his stomach and buried his head in his arms, his knees on the bed spread apart, ass 


exposed in the air. “Please, James. | need you inside of me.. So fuckin bad, baby.. Fuck me. Now." Dave whined. 


James playfully slapped one cheek, watching the milky skin turn a bright pink, causing Dave to howl in pleasure. 
James chuckled, while slowly undressing himself. Once he was fully naked, with no warning, he scooted towards 
Dave and tossed him back onto his stomach, where he pushed himself into Dave, causing him to scream and 


shut his eyes in pleasure, and pain. 


James put his hand over the guitarists’ mouth and nudged his legs apart further, before bucking his hips back 
and forth inside of Dave. Dave's muffled moans and whimpers soon stopped as he gripped onto the bed sheets, 
opening his eyes hazily. 


James bit his lip, shaggy golden hair flowing down his back as he thrust inside of Dave. "F-Fuck! Fucking hell, 
Dave.. You're so tight!" He drew his hand back and wiped the saliva on the blanket. 


Dave's eyes rolled into the back of his head as James got deeper inside of him, hitting his favorite spot. He 
pushed himself further against James dick and moaned softly. "F-Fuck.. James.” 


James smirked and gripped onto the redhead's hips, slamming himself in and out of Dave quickly. Dave was 
going crazy, his pupils had dilated with lust and he wanted more of it, it was better than any drug he had ever 
had. And he loved it. 


The younger man drew his hands away from Dave's hips and up to his orange hair, where he roughly tugged 


on it, causing Dave to squeal. "M-More," Dave panted and groaned. 


James began to slow down, teasing Dave and causing him to move himself against James at his desired pace. 
James laughed. "More, what?" 


'M-More, please! Fucking please, Jamie!" Dave cried and looked at James bashfully, his upper lip curled into a 
sneer as James began to thrust quickly again. Dave slid his hands to his neglected dick and began to stroke 


himself, wanting to feel the euphoria that was oh-so familiar when James took him like this. 


Soon, James stopped moving and groaned loudly- rolling his eyes back and letting his warm seed fill inside of 
the smaller body, he felt like he was on another planet, floating through space. He clenched his eyes shut, as 
he felt Dave mutter a barely audible "James", and assumed the same was happening to him, because he 


stopped moving. 


When James opened his eyes and pulled out of him, he looked down at Dave and admired the sight. Oh, no 


fucking way would he not get this on camera 


Dave was laid sprawled out on the bed, his cock still sprung out from a nest of smaller, copper curls, the 
bright pink tip touching his belly button. A splatter of his own pearly white cum dripped down his stomach, and 
his long, ginger hair formed a perfect halo when spread out against the white sheets. His eyes had fluttered 
shut, and his freckled cheeks were a bright pink. His plump lips were slightly parted, as his breathing could be 
heard. 


A loud click was heard as James snapped a Polaroid picture of Dave, shaking it out slightly and setting it in his 
dresser drawer. He slid his boxers up and hopped back onto the bed, and leaned his head against Dave's 
stomach, licking up the trail of cum left by Dave. Dave moaned softly and grabbed James’ hair, tugging it down 
further. James pulled back and swallowed, before poking Dave's freckled nose. "Nuh-uh. you've enough fun 


tonight," 
Dave grumbled incoherently and turned to face him. "Hand me my-" 


"On it," James reached down and tossed Dave his boxers, watching as Dave slid them up his legs. Dave smirked 


"You know me too well, | swear.." 


"I know. Believe me | know, a little too well," James softly chuckled and kissed Dave's soft cheek. "You know, | 


planned on going to sleep hours ago." 


Dave groaned. "| wanna have fun, though. These are supposed to be the best years of our life!" Dave nestled 


closer to James warm body. 
"I'm tired, Dave." 
"What if you die or something, and | never get another blowjob!" Dave whined and gripped onto James tighter. 


"Dave," James rolled his eyes and put his index finger to Dave's lips. "Hush." Dave kissed James' finger and 


smiled. 


Dave began to sing Deep Purple's ‘Hush’ as James stood up and turned the light off. James glared at him. 
"Dave," He laughed softly, immediately recognizing the tune. 


"Hush, hush," Dave began to sing and sway his head to the side. "I thought | hear her callin’ my name now h-" 
"Dave, shut that pretty little mouth of yours, please." James flicked the light switch, and darkness pooled the 
room. When Dave felt the familiar weight press against the other end of the bed, he turned over to hug the 
source of it- which of course, was James. 

The blonde singer held Dave closer to him and smiled. "You know, its hard to believe anyone could hate you." 
Dave curled up into a ball on James lap, and held him by the stomach. He sneered. "Tell that to yourself a few 
hours ago," 


James stroked Dave's hair, which was all he could see in the dark 


"| didn't hate you," James said softly. "| was mad at you. How could | hate this cute little face," James spoke 
like he was talking to a child Dave rolled his eyes. 


"I'm not cute, and don't talk to me like that. Please!" Dave whined. "I'm older than you and you treat me like l'm 


a fuckin’ baby," 
James laughed. "Yeah, whatever. Goodnight, cutie." Dave groaned in response, but was secretly smiling. 


"Night 


Brother Will Kill Brother 


Author's Notes: 
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October 20, IŢI 
8:45 AM 


Is no wonder the little freak kills fuckin’ animals! Wouldn't be surprised if that boy was a queer," The man 
scoffed The family sat at the table- all but David and his older brother, who most likely predicted the arguing 
and left early. "This is what happens when you fuck up as a mother. Exactly what happens." 


"Will you fucking shut up? Please! I'm trying to get him help and you yelling at the kids isn't gonna do shit! l'm 


at work-" 


"Dancing on a pole isn't work, now stop bitching and get back to cleaning," He threw the news paper down, and 


screamed, causing his wife to halt. The young woman turned around and glared. "Didn't ya hear me? Clean the 


kitchen! It's filthy in here." 


She ignored him. "David! Breakfast is ready! Your brother's already on his way to school!" Ignoring her husband 


only caused her to receive a swat on the back with a rolled up newspaper. 


"I told you to clean, the house is a fucking mess!" He spat. There was no fighting it, the woman just continued 
to clean, dispite the voice in the back of her head that urged her to just take the kids and leave. Leave him. 


A young boy walks down the stairs carefully, each step quiet, careful not to get screamed at for being too 
loud, or whatever. Everything he did seem to get a response of disapproval, regardless if it was a normal 


human function. The world never seemed to go quite his way, but he didn't mind Or perhaps, not anymore. 


On his face, he wore a mask made out of a paper plate, covered in black scribbles from a crayon. It covered 
everything, excluding a pair of brown eyes that were dull. Absolutely blank- there was something different 
about him, and his eyes showed it all. A thin string tied it back against his face. He walked into the kitchen, his 
head hung down as he looked straight at the tile floor. 


"Will you get him to take that thing off? Its embarrassing!" His father groaned and pulled his glasses up 
slightly, as he rubbed his temples in frustration His mother sighed and scurried over to the boy, and lifted 
the mask from his face slightly. He hissed, as if he was in pain, and threw his hands in front of him to shield 


her invading hands. 


"Go away!" He yelled and stepped back 
"David.. Why are you wearing that? Why are you hiding your face, sweetie?" 
He spoke calmly after a few seconds of silence. "I'm ugly," He whispered. "I don't want anyone to see me." 


"Not even me?" She asked, and tried to place a hand on her son- but he refused to be touched. He pulled away. 
"David, dear.. You're not ugly. 


He walked towards the table and ignored his mother, adjusting the string on the back of his mask slightly so it 


wouldn't fall off. He heard his father groan in dismay upon seeing him wear it. 


The young boy found a bowl on the table, and carefully dumped cereal into it, and soon after, milk. He lifted his 
mask off to eat. His father snorted. 


"Reluctant to even send you to school, kid. Why're you fuckin’ torturing animals, huh? Make you feel like a real 
man?" David ignored him and continued to eat, quickly, too- he wanted to go to school and not have to sit here 
being antagonized by his father. 

"I asked you a question! Answer it, now." 

David looked him in the eyes, and continued to eat without a word. His father scoffed. 

"| said answer me, boy!" 


"Will you leave him alone? Is it possible to not hear any fighting for one day?" 


"Not when you're here, bitch. Always moving that fucking mouth of yours, and never doing any Goddamn work! 
Get to it!" 


"I can't do two fucking things at once! I'm sorry if my kids aren't my second priority after your lazy ass!" 


A loud smack was heard, causing David to step down and walk past his parents and to the living room. All 
though he didn't look, he knew his father just hit his mother. He didn't grab his school bag, or his lunch; he 
just flew out the door. 


The breeze tickled his arms, as he was wearing a short sleeved shirt in the middle of fall. But, there was no 
way he could possibly face the couple in the kitchen, or at least not now. 


He ran off the sidewalk. For such a small child, he was very quick and the school was relatively close to his 
house. Living on a farm, not many people lived around him, but the route was the one everyone took to get to 


school. The auburn trees around him painted a beautiful picture of of leaves that were a wide variety of 


October colors. 

"Hey look guys! Hts squirt!" 

David paused and turned around hesitantly 

Oh no. Oh please, not today. He was in no condition for this right now, nor would he ever be. 


Three older boys walked closer to the masked boy. All he could do was stare. One tall boy with long brown 


hair, a shorter one with a thick accent, and a medium sized one with mildly long, almost black curls. 


"Hey Kirk, get a load of this, he's wearing his mask again!" The shortest one said, stifling stray laughs, while 
walking closer to the younger boy. Leaves crunched underneath his sneakers as he stepped back 


The curly haired one laughed and stepped forward, his dark brown eyes eyeing David's scribbled-on mask. 
"Didn't know paper plates were in fashion, now." He said, hooking a finger on the string that held the mask 
together. It snapped. The thin string smacked against the back of his skull and broke. The mask drifted to the 
floor beside his feet. The young boy's head hung down, staring at his broken mask, discarded along with 


different colored leaves. 


All three of them laughed in unison David slowly leaned his head up, looking at the three boys standing before 
him, all laughing. David stared, his blank eyes staring into to the other boy's eyes. 


"Ellefson," The tallest one looked down on the boy and waved a Polaroid photograph in his face. "Looks like your 
mom and my dad like each other.." He snickered lightly. David didn't move his eyes away from the boys- he 
knew what the picture would be of, unfortunately. But as degrading as his mother's ‘job' was, it was what gave 


them money. 
"Fuck you," David spat, keeping the same glare at the taller boys. 


"What did you just say to me?" He raised an eyebrow and threw the photograph behind him, taking another 


step closer. 


"Cliff, man.. We gotta go to school." One of them remarked, and began to walk past them. The tall boy halted 
them, and they all stood still. 


"No, | want to hear what he said to me," He said, shoving David lightly. "Say it again, squirt, | fucking dare you!" 


David looked at the boys with the exact same stare, and simply turned around and started walking. He heard 
their footsteps coming closer, and he began to run. He sped up around a block and paused for his breathe, 
before cautiously looking around. Nobody was seen, to his relief. He began to hear footsteps come from around 
the corner, and jolted behind the nearest tree. Peaking through the wood, not surprisingly, it was the three 
boys. 


"That kid has some fucking lip, | swear. He thinks he can talk to people like that?" The small Dane snapped. 
"C'mon, guys.. We've had our fun | don't wanna get-" 


"You never want to fucking get in trouble! You're a huge wuss!" The tallest one snapped and put his hands in 


his pockets. 


"| say we egg his house on Halloween," One of them said with an evil smirk on his face. "Or we could use toilet 


paper, whichever floats your boat, Cliffy." What a suck up. 


The curly haired one spoke up again. "Guys, if you do, seriously, | can't go. l'm already on probation, and that 
kids dad is a total looney." 


"The apple doesn't fall far from the tree," The smallest one chuckled and playfully wrapped his arms around 
both of the boys, both of them immediately squirming away and glaring at him. 


Their leader's eyes widened for a second, and he shimmied his backpack of his shoulders, and forced the other 
two to stop in their place. "Shit, that fucking reminds me.. | forgot my lunch again!" 


"When will you learn, cliffy?" The small one swooned once again and laughed. 


"Don't call me that, please." He narrowed his eyes at him and turned around. David made sure he was hidden 


before peaking his head out from behind the tree again. "C'mon guys, let's go get my lunch." 


"Nuh-uh. l'm not gonna be late again because of this shit," The tan brunette shook his head, causing his almost 
black looking curls to bob around his face. The oldest one scowled. 


Fine than. Go along, | swear.. You two are some of the biggest fags | have ever met. Why are you afraid of 


being late, anyways?" 


The curly haired one grabbed the tiny one by the wrist and directed him the opposite direction of their friend, 
like a mother who was walking off with a child He flipped him off with his free hand, and started dragging the 


Dane, who whined. 


The tall boy smiled coyly at the extended middle finger, and watched them walk off. "Gee, love you too," He 
rolled his eyes and began to walk back, the opposite direction from the two boys. David began to follow him, 
still crouching behind trees and bushes. 


David cocked his head to the side of the tree, the bark gently scraping his cheek as he tilted his head, his 
eyes following the boy's steps. They were all alone, and at that moment, David got an idea. A small smirk 
worked it's way on the six year old's lips, a smile that unlike most his kids age- was rather disturbing. 


Looking around again, to make sure it was totally isolated around the two, David than scanned the ground for a 
stick. And, bingo- did he ever find something perfect. It was more or less a log that had a sharp edge, almost 
like a sphere. The child's hands carefully wrapped around it, splinters going in between his skin It was heavy, 


too- but he didn't mind. 


He practically was dragging it behind him. Looking around one last time, again, checking for a clear coast, and to 
his delight, there was no cars, no people walking. Nothing. David assumed he lived near him by the woods, 


because there was no trace of anyone. 


The boy sprung out from behind a tree, and causing the older boy to jerk his head behind. He saw the other 
child, but atlas, he was too quick for him. David swung the slab of wood against his head, causing a loud smack 


to echo. 


The older boy fell onto his back and limply laid on the concrete as blood pooled from his nose, and down his jaw. 
His eyes filled with fear, and tears became present. David just stared, as usual. No smile. No frown. No 
expression. Just his blank eyes, which began to slightly dilate. The injured kid slid back and tried to stand up, 


but was met with another wack in the face. 


Than another one, and another one, and another one. Every time he parted his cracked lips to say something, 
he was greeted with another hit. The piece of wood had been rapidly thrust against his face, and when David 
lifted it away after about fifteen swings, his face looked like someone had put it in a blender. His face was 
almost impossible to make out under all the blood, and his long hair that stuck to it. He was with no doubt, 


UNCONSCIOUS. 


David tossed the stick into the nearest bush, and grabbed the tall boy by his long denim clad legs, and dragged 
him. Boy, was he heavy- but, it of course for the sadistic boy, it was more than worth it. 


He dragged the limp body across the desolate road, his forehead scraped against the concrete as he was 


pulled. David pushed tall wheat and crops out of his way, paving a route to the woods, where he would continue 


the deed. 


The two were out of sight, the tall trees of the forest sheltered them from sunlight and being visible to 
anyone beyond the cornfields. 


David picked up a jagged stone he found nearby, which weighed so much, he had to carry it with both hands. 
He hovered above his victims body that laid in a bed of dirt and leaves. He stood there, waiting for the 


moment for him to wake, and.. 


His eyes hazily drifted open from his painful sleep. His vision cleared out and he looked up at David. He opened 


his mouth, and managed to push out a few sputtered words. 


"David," He croaked, and noticed the rock he was holding above his face. The older boy could taste the metallic 
flavor of a mix of spit and blood drowning in his throat, making it hard to breathe. "Don't," He groaned in pain. 


"Don't do it." 


David lowered the rock slightly, to his side, and looked at the beaten body below him. The boy's eyes were filled 
with fear and tears began to pool up, so much emotion in comparison to the younger boy's orbs that were 


filled with numbness and a newfound blood lust. 


David stroked his victims cheek, causing him to flinch in pain and turn away. The boy began to have a slight 
hope that David would show mercy, and be gone. And for a minute, it genuinely seemed like he had changed his 


mind. 


But he didn't. Before he could even blink, David suddenly smashed the rock against his face quickly, back up, and 
down again. Blood splattered against David's face, and pretty much every where around David. Blood began to 
choke him, causing David to lift up the rock and tossed it to the side, leaving a trail of blood from where the 
stone tumbled. 


He could hear gurgles and chokes and pleas come from the boy. His face no longer looked human, it was all a 
mixture of blood and torn flesh and puss seeping from his eyes and mouth. He shakily lifted his hand up 
towards David, but it dropped beside him quickly. His eyes rolled back and became a pale white color, along with 
his skin that began to turn slightly green His heavy breathing stopped. David looked at the sight before him. 


He was dead. David had killed him. 


